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Tune Nhat beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight. 


WHAT cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears, 


And echo o'er the lawn! 


Behold ! the loaded car appears, 


In joyful triumph drawn ; 

phs and ſwains a jovial band, 

Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 

Proclaim the Harveſt-home. 


The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 
Within the barn _ dor'd; ins 
The careful hind, with ſecret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 
rs paſt, he counts his gains; 
from anxious care, 
His caſks are broach'd; the ſun-burnt ſwains 
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His labo 
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His rural plenty ſhare. 


And 


Expand the artleſs ſoul. 


, and 


In dance and ſong the night 
All ply the ſpicy bowl; 


leſs merriment 


Young Colin — 7a Roſalind, 


Who ſtill reap'd b 
And plights his troth, ſhou'd ſhe prove kind, 
her for his bride. 


like theſe, through circling years 
th toilſome taſk they tend : ; ; 


To 
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his ſide; 


The bind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpect 
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of the end; 


In Summer various cares ſucceed 
But Harveſt crowns his toil. 


is ſpent; 


In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures or tills the ſoil; ' 
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